CHAPTER   2 7

EDEN

'Do you know who your pilot is?' said Memory to me. 'He's the
man from whose machine the two sisters jumped the other day
and the man who lost the gold flying over France.'

'Help!' said I. 'Alle gute Dinge sind drei. All things go in
threes. Something is going to happen to us.'1

We were on Prague Aerodrome and for the first time since
the Armistice I was going to fly. For seventeen years I had taken
pains to avoid the air, but I badly wanted to be in on the last
stage of that famous trip round Europe. Of all the Foreign
Officials and journalists that had left London ten days before
all that were left, in the aeroplane bound for London, were
Eden and young Hankey, his secretary, and Gordon-Lennox
and myself.

With an eye for prospective misadventure that seventeen
years on the ground had not dimmed I studied the lay-out of
the aerodrome, the direction of the wind, and the weather,
and then I looked at the pilot to whom such curious things
happened and hoped that there was no danger of falling out
of his machine.

Prague lay behind us, with President, then Foreign Minister,
Benes waving good-bye on the aerodrome. Eden had seen
him and heard what the people who lay within twenty minutes'
reach of Germany's mighty new air force were feeling nowadays. *

Behind Prague lay Warsaw, where Eden had seen a very
different kind of man, the.head of another country liberated by
the war, Poland. The old dictator Marshal Pilsudski, the man who

1 A little before this time two American sisters, who were said to have been
in love with a British flying officer, committed suicide by jumping, clasped in
each other's arms, from a British air-liner somewhere in Italy; and the sam,e
pilot who suffered this bizarre adventure was flying over France one day when
his cargo of gold fell through the floor of the machine and was subsequently
found in a peasant's field.
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